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Chap. LY..A Shadow from the Fast.
Like one In a dream, I heard the doctor's

footstep recede down the stairs and heard
the yard door close dully on him as he left
the house. In my suffering soul I felt one
cruel shaft rankling, and ror the rest only
a vague sense of loss hung like a cl<*ud
over all my faculties.

* Suddenly, I know not how long an in¬
terval, I seemed to come to myself and
simultaneously the joy that had so lately
crowned my long trouble shrunk itself and
ceased.

I had no doubt of the truth of the evil
creature's words. Not otherwise could his
knowledge and possession of the tattered
portrait be accounted for. Now, too, Peg¬
gy's unaccountable terror at my discovery
of her chaunting and gloating over her
work on a certain afternoon recurred to
me and was confirmation irrefragable. The
wretched old woman had had all the will
and intention; but she was innocent of the
deed.

I must look elsewhere, as he had said.
begin all over again. True.but now less
than ever in my father's direction. Had I
needed In my neart convincing proof of the
old man's guiltlessness, his manner in the
accepting his acquittal would have afforded
It. By this he had shown that with him.
as with the hounds that had sought to pull
him down, his guilt was purely conjectural
.presumed merely on the circumstantial
evidence of the bracts found in his pocket.
But I judged him on the strength of no in¬
direct evidence, aud solely on my knowl¬
edge of his character. I judged him in my
heart and pronounced hhu acquitted.
Now, it was idle to moan over my im¬

petuous ru>h to conclusions. I must only
guard against permitting the disillusion to
vex tbf few last days that remained to
him. If I wronged the old dead housewife
thereby, it was in degree only, for morally
she was as guilty as if her charm had
borne all the evil force she attributed
to it.

I could not glance upon her again for
loathing, or let my thoughts run on the
hateful triumph of her last devilish confes¬
sion wtthou{ murder rising in my heart like
a bloody spring.
Wei!, I must see about getting some har¬

py In to minister to her final dumb necessi¬
ties. and then.
A low cry, coming from the other room,

f>" ke upon my ears. With beating heart I
'rom the death chamber only.nier-

,.»u. heaven!.to enter another: I had
stricken dumb the voice of the wheef, but
still its spectral power smote in silence un¬

impaired. It was as though, concentrating
under the loss of speech, the fury of its
malignancy were rising to a full tide, iu
which one tar one the victims of its long
secret humoring were to sink overwhelmed.
At the first glance I saw that the white

spirit had entered during my absence and
had written the sign of eternity on my
father's forehead. He -was sitting up in
bed. and the t xpression on his face was
that of a dreadful, eager waiting. And the
skin was colorless, as if the gray mist of
the. soul were already evaporating through
It, bleaching "life's ensign" in its acrid ex¬

halations.
.'Itenalt 1"
He called to me in a clear loud voice.the

recovered note of an old, stronger personal¬
ity.

I hurried to him; fell on my knees; put
my arm about his shoulders.
"Renalt. I am dying.hut not yet. The

spirit won't iet me pass till I hare spoken."
He turned his head with a resolute effort

and gazed upon me.
"What tiling have I been.what thing

have I been? Send me mine enemies that
I may face and defy them! Which of them
worse than myself? Oh, craven.craven!"
"Father! I only am with you.no enemy,

father!"
He struck his fist down upon the counter¬

pane.
"By your love for me you shall know the

truth! Judge me then.judge me then as
you will. Hear me speak and make no an¬
swer till I have finished. Judge me then,
and let me pass to my doom weighted with
your judgment."
"Father!"
"Renalt, I killed your mother!"
I fell back appalled. An instant.then I

leaned forward and again held hitn in my
arms.
"Ah!" his voice broke, swerved and recov¬

ered itself. "Not with this hand.my God,
no.but surely and pitilessly none the less.
Not a month after Modred was born I found
my name and trust dishonored, and by her.
Listen! Speak nothing! You must know all!
She had been in service in London before
I married her.where, to this day I have
never learned. I shall know soon.I shall
know. I took her to my heart.an orphan,
alone and unhappy. She was friendless.a
weak, irresponsible, beautiful young woman.
I threw aside all for her sake, and my love
grew tenfold in the act of combating the
misfortune it brought me. In its power
I felt strong to take the world by the
oars; to defy ray parents and snap my
fingers at the disinheritance that ensued.
I could love, Renalt.I could love. There
was a passion in my fervor."
He clasped his hands wtldly and looked

piercingly before him.
"How the old torment flames up in me

at the last! I think I gave my soul to the
wanton and I thought I had hers in ex¬
change. What inspired fools love makes of
us! The meanest kind that would#bungle
knocking a nail into a plgstye, learns to
build under its influence palaces of cloud
that outshine Hyperion's. My castle stood
firm til! that month gfter Modred's birth.
Then all in a day.a minute.It dissolved
and vanished. I came upon her secretly
glopting over a portrait.the miniature of a
man. Jealousy runs always behind such
passion as mine to catch it tripping. I
saw.suspected.wrenched half the truth
from her. Half the truth onlv. Renalt.
When I wedded her she had a child living.
She whose love I had looked upon as a
precious possession.an education for the
forming of my soul.was all base and hol¬
low, behind her beautiful personality, ltke
the elf-maid. More.she had borne me
three children; yet what affection she was
capable of Clung about the memory of her
first passion. True, this spark had wearied
her. had dismissed her from his service.
his service, you undertand? And from the
face of her child. Yet the long years of
my passionate devotion weighed as nothing
in the balance. I was the means ready
to make of her an honest woman.that
was all. An honest woman.my God!"

His teeth snapped together with a click;
his dying eyes shone out, but their inspira¬
tion was demoniacal.
"In one thing only," he went on in a low

hard voice, "the poor, frail wretch was
stable. That portrait.the miniature.she
died refusing to reveal to me its identity.
No threats, no cruelty availed. She kept
her secret to the last."
As he now continued his left hand

clutched and tightened upon the bedclothes
and a dark shadow seemed to grow out of
his face.

"I shut her close in the room below.
There, with only the voice of the wheel
for compahy, I swore she should remain till
she confessed. Each day I brought her
food and water, and each day I said, "Give
me his name,' but she was always silent.
She had been weak and ailing from caring
for her baby Modred, and she faded before
my eyes. Yet I was merciless. All my
love was turned to stone. A little more. I
thought, and so worthless, fragile a thing
must needs yield and answer me. I was to
learn of the demon of resolve that enters a
tortured woman's heart. It was will
against will, and hers conquered.
He paused a moment, and I could see

drops of sweat freckling his forehead.
"Slowly, hour by hour, the stealth and

darkness of her prison wrought madness
In her. Still I persisted and she refused.
Once she asked to see her children.the
little baby I was rearing as best I might,
with infinite toil and difficulty.and I
laughed and shut her in again. The next
morning, going to her. I was dumfounded
to hear no booming voice greeting me from
the basement. The wheel had stopped. I
threw back the door and she was gone.
But the cupboard was sprung open and the
dammed water spurted and leaped from
the motionles blades. A stump of timber
was lying near. She had burst the lock
with it. and.I rushed and dropped the
sluice; hurried back and looked down. I
saw her dress tangled in the floats below,
and the water heaping into a little mound
as it ran over something. Then I raced
to the room above, wrenched up a board,
and, fastening a rope to a beam, lowered
the slack of it into the pit. It served me
well in after days, as you know.
"I can hardly remember how I got her

out. I know all my efforts were futile, till
I thought of notching a paddle and fixing
the rope in the hole. When at last I laid
her down on the floor of the room I grew
sick with horror. There was that in her
staring eyes that made my soul die within
me.

"I threw the place open to authorities.
I courted every inquiry. She had been in
a delirious state, I said, since the coming
of the child, and had thrown herself down
in a fit of madness. Only the evidence of
the burst lock I suppressed.
"We had been reserved folk, making few

friends or none. Our manner of life was
known only to ourselves; not a soul sus¬
pected the truth and many pitied me in my
bereavement. I kept my own counsel. They
brought in a verdict of suicide during tem¬
porary insanity, and she lies under an old
nameless mound In the cemetery yonder.
"Then I shut my heart and my door and

made out my life in the blackness.
"At first I was whelmed in the horror of

the catastrophe, yet my pity was not
touched, and I soon came to believe in the
justice of her fate. 'I never .put hand on

her,' I thought. "Twas God wrought the
punishment.' But soon a terrible hatred
woke in my heart for the first author of my
misery. One day I descended by the wheel
again and nailed the miniature to its axle.
'Wai,t you there!' I cried, 'till the question
is answered. So shall he follow in her foot¬
steps.' Ah, I have heard talk of the fateful
fascination o£ the wheel! Why has it never
drawn him to come and claim his por¬
trait? Perhaps because I.no. I never
wavered in my purpose; but a viler passion
deposed it."
The fevered torrent of speech broke sud¬

denly in him, and silence reigned in the
room. The dying heart leaped against my
chest as I held him, and my own seemed to
flutter with the contact. What could I
think or say? I was dazed with the passion
of my emotions.
Presently he turned himself quickly and

looked at'me.
"Your judgment?" he cried hoarsely. "Did

I well or wickedly?"
Through ray mind there swiftly passed

memory of the barren neglect of our young¬
er lives; of the long sacrifice of principle to
one bitter disappointment in which we had
no personal concern; of all the evil and mis¬
ery that had been the indirect result of so
cowardly a nursing of an injury.

I bowed my head, and said in a low voice:
"I forgive you. That is all you must ask of
me."
Perhaps, in the light of his later gentle¬

ness, he understood me, for suddenly the
tears werp running down his cheeks and he
cried falteringly: "Out of the abyss of
death a ghost rises and faces me! All this
have T done for the son I love!"
With the words he fell back from my arm

and lay gasping on his pillow. The wind
kept up a hollow moaning round the house
and screamed through the keyhole of the
door, as if the old demon of the place were
whistling up his spectre hounds from the
depths below.
And, though my father was near spent,

and I knew it, I could find in my heart no
word of justification for his conduct, no
comfort but the assurance of my forgive-'
ness.
Oh, it is an evil thing to arrogate to our¬

selves God's prerogative of judgment; to as¬
sume that, in any personal .wrong we can so
disassociate justice and resentment as ever
to be capable of pronouncing an impartial
sentence. To return fi blow in kind is a nat¬
ural and wholesome impulse; but deliberate
cruelty, following however great a provoca¬
tion, can never be anything but most base
and unmanly.
And the sin had been sinned before she

even knew my father! Yet. maybe, to a
nature like his. that was the reverse of a
palliation. To feel that he had never had
her true love or duty, while lavishing his all
of both on her: to feel that in a manner the
veins of his own children ran with contam¬
ination.I could conceive these operating
more fiercely in his mind than the discovery
that some later caprice of fancy had lured
her from her faith.

It was all past and over, and I would not
condemn or even judge him. Though I had
been one victim of his quarrel with life,
what was my grievance in face of the awful
prospect so immediately before him? In a
few hours.moments, mavbe.the call would
come and his soul would have to submit
itself for analysis in the theatre of the
skies.

Chap. LYI..Alone.
About 4 of the afternoon my father, who

had lain for some hours in a state bordering
on stupor, and whose breathing had latterly
become harsh and difficult, rose suddenly in
his bed and called to me in a strong voice.
I was by his side in a moment and lifted
him up. as he signified I should do. A mor¬
tal whiteness was in his face and I saw the
end was approaching.
"I have no fear,' he said. In a sort of sick

ecstacy. "I can be true to myself at the
last, thank God! The soul triumphs over
the body."
At the sound of his voice an old woman

whom I had found time to send for to lay
out the body in the next room, came .hurry¬
ing in.
"Lord be praised!" she mumbled, clasping

her hands. "His throat's croupy wi' the
rattle."
My father glared at her with his fading

eyes.
"Who's this?" he said. "Out, you mangy

Gib! What d'you dare? I've the will and
the life to strangle fifty such as you!"
Her rutted face went pale as her dirty

apron. It was as) though a corpse had
spoken to her.

"If I want you, I'll say so," said I, an¬
grily. "Go away, about your work."
She gave a sort of squeak and retreated

precipitately, banging the door to behind
her*
"Who is she, Renalt?"
"She's come to help during.during

Peggy's illness."
"Ah \ Is the old witch going in her mas¬

ter's company? A grim travelling compan¬
ion, boy! Ah! Ah!"

He swayed in m.v arms, clutched at me
and dragged himself erect again.
"My brain.my brain! Something seemed

to swerve in it! Quick! Before it's too
late!"
He held on to me. At the last moment

the latent determination of his character
trod weakness under and proved the soul
masterful. With all his functions wither¬
ing in the blighting breath of the destroyer,
his spirit stood out fearless and courageous,
a conqueror by its mere individuality.

to that fiend's dictating, because he struck
at me through the sordid passion that had
mastered my better nature. Renalt"
"Father.hear me! Am I speaking dis¬

tinctly? Listen. I forgive you all."
It seemed as if a hush passed across his

face. It was as though the light of a lamp
held in the hand of one mounting the stairs
outside had pierced the chinks of the door
and traversed his features and vanished.
He pressed my hand feebly and dropped

his head.

" Renny," cried zyp, "oh, you v

refuse to

It had darkened early, and candles were
lighted in the room and the blind pulled
down. Outside the wind tore at the crazy
lattice, or, finding entrance, moaned to and
fro in the gusty passages. It threatened
to be a night or storm and sweeping rain.
And all its wild and dismal surroundings
were in keeping with the ghastly ligure
lying against me. Yet, if there was one,in
that lonely chamber who shrunk and
feared, it was I, not that other so verg¬
ing on his judgment, with so many and
such heavy responsibilities to answer for.
God forgive him!
"I triumph, Renalt." he said, feeding the

effort of speech with quick, drawn gasps.
"This later craven has never been I.I was

strong to carry out a purpose, even if it
led to the gallows. Some white-livered
devil usurped. Out with the worm at la. t!
I triumph and abide with that I did in the
righteousness of wrath. Rut you.you! Let
me say it.quick.I was fast on the coward
grip.

*

Oh, a bitter, bitter curse 011 the
treacherous beast who unmanned me! Only
to you, Renalt, I pray and ask for pardon.
I thought.all the time.I had killed the
boy.the braces.I never knew. He.he,
that reptile, suggested.perhaps Modred
had.found and kept the cameo. I went up
blindly.came down blindly.I was drunk-
bestial.I could remember nothing."
He moaned and would have clasped his

hands to me but for ^veakness. At the last
the paralysis of his Umbs had departed
and he could move. Disease loosened its
clutch, It seemed, in the presence of the
death it had invoked. So in its gluttony
is it wont to defeat its own ends by call¬
ing destruction on that on which it battens.
"Renalt.I remembered nothing.but I

feared.and, fearing, I saw the odium rest
on you and did not speak. It was I gave
you to that living death.I who submitted

throw me off? You wont
me?"

"Now," he muttered, "come the crash of
doom! To all else I am ready to answer.
Call the"
Like a glass breaking his voice snapped

and Immediate silence befell. He had not
stirred in my arms; but now I felt the
whole surface of his body moving, as it
were, of Itself with a light ruffling shud¬
der.
Suddenly he seemed to shrink into him¬

self, rather than away from me, so that
he cowered unsupported on the bed. I fell
back and looked at his face. His head
moved softly from side to side, the eyes
following something, unseen of me, ^hither
and thither about the room. In a moment,
they contracted and fixed themselves horri¬
bly on one point, as if the things had come
to the bedfoot and were softly mounting
it. In the same instant on my dull and ap¬
palled senses broke the low, booming
voice of the wheel circling in its. black pit
far below, and I knew that in the phan¬
tom sound no material force spoke, but
that the heart of the dying man was trans¬
mitting its terrors to me.
Sick, helpless, overcome with this spec¬

tral manifestation of evil, I knelt, gazing
fascinated on the awful figure before me.
I woul(Vhave shrieked for the old harpy I
had so brusquely ousted could my parched
throat have uttered sound.
Then I saw my father sink slowly back,

drawing, as he did so, the sheet up and
over his face, as if to shut out the sight,
and all the time the convulsive fluttering
of my own breath alone stirred the tense
silence that reigned about us.

I must have remained in this position
many minutes, fixed and motionless in a
trance of fear, when the stealthy noise be¬
low seemed to cease suddenly as it had be¬
gun. At that I leaped to my feet with a

strangled cry and tore the bedclothes away

from the face. The eyes stared up at me
as if I were the secret presence: the jaw
was dropped; the whole body collapsed and
sunk into the sheets. He had died without
a sound.there.in a moment; had died of
that that was beyond human speech; of
something to which no dreadful human crycould give expression.
Wading near knee deep in the flooded

meadows, sense and reason returned to meby slow degrees. Then a wan streak of
sunrise gaped like a dead man's wound onthe stormy horizon, and a new day was
breaking to wind and deluge that seemed
endless. ,

I could not remember wither I had wan¬
dered, or how I reached the tract of land
on which I stood. That terror of the mill;of the ghastly death peopling it; of life it¬self, had driven me forth. I knew, but all
my movements during the interval thathad elapsed were blotted out in a mist of
despair.

All, surely I had been tried' beyond mor¬
tal endurance. So I thought, not knowingwhat was yet to come; what tension the
soul s fetters can be put to without break¬
ing.
The sodden day broadened and found me

still wandering. Once during the morningI crept back to the house of terror, and,
standing without its door, summoned the
old woman and told her of my father's
death and directed her to a second task.
She was nothing loath. The more hideoys
its aspect the more relish such vampires
find in contemplating deceased humanity.
Later in the day, I told myself, I would

return; by and by when the dead should be
decently composed for rest and their ex¬
pression should have resumed something
of its normal caste. Then I hurried forth
again and sought forgetfulness in the keen
rush of air and wide reality of the open
country.
They had their beneficent effect. With

the rising vigor of day I was half inclined
to look back upon those denthbed horrors
as so many unnatural fancies engendered
of nerves overstrung. The strain upon mo
latterly had been unceasing and extreme.
Small wonder, perhaps, were I to figure de¬
mons out of an unaccountable shadow on
a wall.
Walking, resting on some gate or stile;

seeking a wayside tavern for food or drink
.always I kept steadily away from me the
slightest reflection on any of the last words
spoken by my father. I could not bear that
my thoughts should so much as approach
them. That way, I felt, madness lay, and
the one hope for my reason was to fix it
stolidly contemplative of the immediate
present. I had greatly suffered, been great¬
ly wronged, yet let my mind dwell insist¬
ently on the thought that these evils were
of the past, never' more to vex me out of
reason should I look steadily forward, shut¬
ting my ears, like the prince in the fairy
tale, to the spectral voices that would fain
provoke me to an answer.

It was growing near that dusky period
of the short day w"hen if one lifts one's
eves from the ground the sky seems clos¬
ing in upon the earth. Worn out and foot¬
sore, I had rounded toward the city from
its eastern side, and was traversing the
now lonely stretch of by-path that leads
from the station, when I saw a woman
and little child going on in front of me
haltingly. As I came up they drew aside
to let 'me pass, and I cried out "Zyp!"
and stopped in astonishment and a little
fear.
She faced round upon me, breathing

quickly, and put one hand to her bosom in
a startled manner that was quite foreign
to her.
"Renny," she whispered, with a fading

smile on her white face.pitiful Heaven,
how white and worn it had become!.and
burst into tears the next moment.
"Renny." cried Zyp; "oh, you wont throw

me off? You wont refuse to hear me?"
"Come away," I said, hoarsely, "'to some

quiet road, where we can talk undis¬
turbed. You are not too tired?"
"Too.oh> I'm wearied to death! Why

not the mill? Renny, why not the mill?"
"Zvp. not now.not at present. I'll tell

you 'by and by. See, I'll take the little
girl oil one arm and you can cling to the
other." . ,

She pushed the child forward with a for¬
lorn sigh. It whimpered a little as I lifted
it, but I held it snug against my. shoulder
and its soft breath on my cheeks seemed to
melt the hard core of agony in my brain.
Soon I had them in a quiet spot and seat¬

ed upon a fallen log. There, holding the
child against me, I looked in the eyes of
the mother and could have wept.
"Zvp! Zyp! What is it?"
A boisterous clap- of wind tumbled her

dark hair as I spoke. What was it? Her
lustrous head was strewed with ashy
threads, as if the clipping fate had trimmed
some broken skein of life over it; her eyes
were like fathomless pools shrunk with
drought; an impenetrable sorrow was fig¬
ured in her wasted face. This was the
shadow of Zyp.not the sweet substance.
and moving among ghosts and shadows my
own life seemed stumbling toward the
grave.

To be continued to-morrow. This story
began in the Journal April 27.

Do not send in your solution before May 28. Be careful to see that your solution reaches this office before 6 P. M. Friday, June S. No solution coming
later will be considered. This is absolute.

k LABOR OF LOVE.
Plans of the Church Settlement

for the Summer
Months.

Some of the Ways and Means by
Which the Children Are Amused

and Instructed.

The Church Settlement, which has recent¬

ly moved from No. 1556 Avenue A to No.

320 East Eighty-fourth street, is unique In

that It is the only organization of the sort

distinctly under church auspices. It also
differs from others in the fact that its
members literally make it a home and live
their lives at the Settlement House in place
of giving a portion of their time to the
work. It is their belief that only \)y so

doing and by making fhe home self-support-
Ing can they hope to help those about them.
The charges for kindergarten and for nil
forms of teaching are nominal, and it is
necessary to restrict expenses to a narrow

limit. Nevertheless, it floumlshes, and its
Inmates appear happy and content.
Miss Marion Gurney, who is the responsi¬

ble head and organizer of the work, is her¬
self a Wellesley graduate, and her assistants
are all women of culture. In connection
with the new home she says: "We are far
more comfortable here and the house Is
better fitted to the work. This Is largely
a Jewish neighborhood, however, and at
first there was some feeling against us.
We have conquered, however, and I am
glad to say they are beginning to send us
their own children. Of course our old
friends came with us. It is but a few steps.
By the way, our moving was great fuu.
All my young men of Class A wanted to
help. They carried furniture on their
backs and then scrubbed and laid the mat¬
ting. It is a noticeable fact that from the
youngest to the eldest our friends sp^ak of
the home as 'ours,' or 'mine,' never as
'yours.' They feel that it belongs to them
all, and that alone speaks for its success.
Indeed we had a real chair brigade on the
Bnal day of removal, for every child claimed
the right to carry something to the new
home.
"Just now I am busy with the problemof the Summer. M'ss Maria Wood, of

Garden City, has offered us the use of her
200-acre farm at St. James, L. I., and has
supplemented the offer with a gift oi $200,
If we can raise sufficient to make use of it
as a Summer home. We feel eager and
anxious to accept, as the children soreiy
need change and fresh air, but for this we
must have help. Our charge of live ccnts
for Instruction cannot bo made to do more

than support the house here, and I feel that
that must be kept open also.
"You understand that we do not regard

ourselves as givers of charity. We merely
put things within reach. So in undertaking
the Summer home we shall have few guests.
We propose to charge such parents as can

afford to pay just about what the child's
food would cost at home. I have not made
an exact calculation,, but I think $1 a week
would be a fair charge, and one that with¬
out being a drain* will make both parents
and children feel independent.
"Our corps of cadets will carry their

tents and camp out. "Mr. Arthur Wood, of
the Twenty-second Regiment, who is their
instructor, will go with them and instruct
them in regular camp rules and methods. I
really feel that the money must be found,
it means so much.
"Some of us will remain here. The house

has become a centre and is needed. The
young men who form Class A, and come

mostly for rlancirig lessons, spend much of
their leisure here, and practically all Sun¬
day, by which means I take them all to
church.
"On Decoration Day we will hare our

May party somewhere in Central Park.
That and the Street Cleaners* pnra.de are

the two items of interest just now. Our
section of the Auxiliary is known as the
Church Settlement Clean Street League,
and numbers about forty each of boys and
girls. The boys will march, but the girls
go in wagons. I find them enthusiastic
and efficient for their work. Judging from
its effect here I think Colonel Waring's
idea of enlisting the children in the cause
might fairly be called an inspiration."

THE ANALYSIS OF THE SHAD.

The fish was delicious, and the two epi¬
cures relished it to the fullest extent, but
he of the pessimistic turn remarked:
"Shad always suggests to me the idek

that Nature was 111 a hurry when she got
to that part of her work, took a lot of
excellent material and just pinned it to¬
gether."
"Ah!" said the optimist, "you can't have

sees the poetical version of the matter."
Then he recited:
Whan the angels made shad
The devil was mad,

Fo.- it seemed such a feast of delight;
So to ruin the scheme,
He jumped into the stream
And stuck In the bones out of spite.

When the strawberry red
First illumined its bed
The angels looked down and were glad;

But the devil, 'tis said.
Fairly pounded his head
For he'd used all his bones on the shad.

THE MYSTIC SISTERHOOD COTERIE.
It Is Not, However, Quite so

of Puzzles One
"A Mystic Sisterhood" is the awe-inspir¬

ing name of a sufficiently harmless organi¬
zation. It is not, as its title would denote,
devoted to Rosicrucian rites or theosophical
ceremonies. It is, alas, for the waste of
a mysterious name! merely a band of

^¦tro o

Wiefrf as Its Name-.Solving
of Its Objects.
The president of the order is Miss Fannije

Marsh, of Binghamton, N. 1". She has
been an invalid for over ten years, and
the members of the order, feeling a deep
sympathy for their president and com¬

panion, have now in preparation a unique
silk quilt, which in a shtfrt time will be
presented to Miss Marsh, with thte good
will and wishes of all the Mystic Sisters.
The quilt is being made In this manner:

womgn whose work is the making up and
solving of puzzles.such puzzles as appear
in the back pages of home magazines and
children's papers.

The Mystic Sisterhood was organized in
1889 by Miss Edith Kreiner, of Jersey
City. There are but thirty members, al¬
though almost all the States in the Union
have representatives. The Mystic Sisters
never see one another, but carry on all
their official business by malL

rAMme-

Bach member of the order purchased half
a square yard T the finest quality of silk.
Appropriate mottoes and designs have been
worked by members. The pieces from i'ih
various ones have been sent to Mrs. Lilla
W. Sickler, of Pit la, San Diego County,
Cal. This lady will stitch the parts to¬
gether and line the quilt with fine satin.

MRS. T. C. PLATT'S CAMERA.
As Clever a Photographer as Her

Husband Is a Politician.

Mrs. Thomas C. Piatt belongs to the great
army of amateur photographers. When she
leaves the city for the Summer, her camera

goes with her. It Is as necessary to her
pleasure as the bicycle is to the wheel-
woman. Mrs. Piatt, however, though an
enthusiast, is very modest in regard to this
attainment of hers. When interviewed con¬

cerning it a few days ago, she replied:
"I really do not think I can be classed

among amateur photographers. They have
done so much in the way of fine work,
while I have not. I only indulge In it for
my own pleasure and that of my friends.
In travelling there are so many little
scenes that I enjoy bringing back with
me. I carried my camera with me last
Summer when I went abroad, and it was

a great source of pleasure, though all of
the pictures were not so successful as

I wished them to be. When I first took
an interest in photography about, six years
ago, I used to develop all my own nega¬
tives. I rather enjoyed doing this, but it
consumed a great amount of time, and for
that reason I now have some one else
finish my photographs."

THEY WEAR PASTE GEMS.

A curious fact concerning the festivities
over the coronation of the Czar Is the enor¬

mous impetus it was givien to the manufao-
ture of paste gems. Russians, it appears, even

of rank and status, are prone to the weak¬
ness known as kleptomania, and wise wom¬

en prepared for possible loss by substitut¬
ing sham jewels for real. A pageant and
display such as has been described must
inevitably call for the wearing of such
gems as are seldom seen. It is rather
amusing to learn that much of the splendor
is pretense, and that, too, because the
grand dames do not dare trust their
treasures in a crush, even though the
crowd be composed of their own kind.
Among the Muscovites, however, the sin is
said to be held a trifling one, and the
story is told that one lady of high rank
was caught appropriating her cousin's emer¬

alds and that the victim declined to prose¬
cute, merely saying: "Poor i-Sophle! It is a

very painful and nervous disorder."

AN ECCENTRIC GOWN.

The popular combination of green and
blue has been used daringly, but with suc¬

cess, in a costume designed by a Paris
modiste for a recent Loudon drawing room.
The gown proper is of pale green, pompa¬
dour, trimmed with feathers and lace, the
train of turquoise blue velvet. On the
latter are embroidered long sprays of pink
gladioli, with their natural foliage. It Is
lined throughout with pale green.

WITH LAMP
LINLIGHTED.

Being the Tragic Tale of a Drive
by Moonlight.

"What do you consider the most trying
experience that can befall one, Pen?" in¬
quired Priscilla in the tone of one who
thirsts to answer her own question.
"The collar^ button experience," replied

Penelope with unfriendly promptness.
"What is the collar button experience?"

demanded Priscilla, for a moment side¬
tracked from the story of her own woes.
"It is divided into two parts," said Penel¬

ope with the air of a geometrician. "The
first is when one tries to pass one small,
insignificant collar button through a thick
band and then /through the indefinitely
numerous layers of linen which form the
collar. I never understood, Pris, why men
found it necessary to swear until F worked
for twenty minutes to pass a pearl stud
through the two button holes of a linen
collar. Now 1 know why profanity of the
bluest sort is permissible, and almost
proper. The other part Is the diabolic ease
with which the collar slips its moorings,
so to speak, and leaves you engaged in
animated flirtation with a very charming
man while your linen collar is waving in
the breeze. There is nothing, Pris, so sad¬
dening as that."
"Yes, there is," said rriscllla, seizing the

opportunity to tell of her own trials. "The
saddest experience is to be riding along on
a Spring evening through the sweetest,
freshest country, with a moon silvering the
meadow stretches and the wooded hills, and
your chaperon deaf and dozing back of
you"
"Oh, with the wrong man," interrupted

Penelope.
"Not at all. With a man who exactly

suited the sylvan scene and th<? sentiment
of the occasion."
"Well, do hurry to the crumpled rose leaf

which could disturb a princess in these
idyllic circumstances," yawned Penelope.
"A mounted policeman and the lack of a

light," groaned her friend. "Oh, Pen! It
was dreadful. We drove along and the
night was heavenly. And he was just senti¬
mentally enough inclined to be amusing
and not earnest enough to be annoying.
You know how annoying earnestness is,
Pen!"
"It is horrible," agreed Penelope, vigor¬

ously.
"Well, that was the situation when a

mounted policeman yelled at us. He de-
manded to know where our carriage light

t was. We hadn't one. There was talk of

fines and jailing. We Intimated that we

didn't know we had reached New York.
We thought we were still in Yonkers, wa

said. Finally, as a mark of great kindness,
the policeman bade us retrace our way and
beg or borrow a lantern. We did. We
borrowed a miserable, smoking affair, leav¬
ing a king's ransom as deposit against its
safe return. We couldn't attach it to the
wretched old cart anywhere. So I held it
aloft for argus-eyed policemen to see. I
was the Bartholdi statue driving through
Van Cortlandt Park. And kerosene odors
arose like incense about us. And every
time he said anything about the starry
silence of the night a simple cloud of smoka
arose. And whenever he started to quote
poetry about the moon drawing the sea, the
flame flickered and a wretch of a policeman
would appear out of the roadside shadow
and shout at us.

"My dear, the twin evils of this great
city of oura.I read that ln'a paper.are the
park regulations about carriage lights and
policemen who enforce them."

FOR THE WEE ONE.
Frock of Embroidered Mull and Valen¬

ciennes Lace.

ICED COFFEE.
"Put six heaping tablespoonfuls of pow¬

dered coffee.Java and Mocha, mixed.into
a French coffee pot, pour one quart of boil¬
ing water over the coffee. When it has
leached through turn it out into a hot quart
cup and pour it over again, so it leaches
through the second time. Pour the coffee
into a freezer, sweeten to taste and add one
pint of rich cream. Pack the freezer with
chipped ice, and when the coffee is con¬
gealed, take n large punch bowl, into It
put a good sized piece of }ce. Pour the
frozen coffee over this and cover the 'vhoh
¦with whipped cream to the dept of thr<
Inches. Serve with a silver ladle In sm*
egg-shell china cups.


